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obe Tranſlations of Mr. Addi- 
ſon's Po EMS appear together, is 
ny not be improper to make a few 
Þ Obſervations ou Modern Latin 
— and, in particular, the following Com- 


Poſitions. 


Since the — Diu and Corruption of 
he Latin Tongue, ere are not 2 


empts in Poetry in that uage which retain 
1 Purity and Graces of ag ouſtan Age. 
The Italians, by the 1 of the 
Houſe of MED1ci1s, firſt began the Study 
and Imitation of the beſt Rana Poets; and 
— Time of LEO the Temth, there ap- 
5 A | pPeared 


w vo' PREFACE. 

d a_ great Number of fine Genius's, who 
4 ſhake off” 2 121225 and po- 
. bfb the Ruſt of an ignoram Age. Ihe Event 
very near anſwered their E xpettations, and the 
 Anſes ſeemed to the re- inſtated in their old 
| Land of Inheritance. The Reader may ſee a 
- Collethion of their beſt Pieces in a Volume in- 
tituled Poetz Italici; but among all of them 
VIDA the moſt pure and elegant, tho! 
ſame are offended at the perpetual Imitation of 
Hit Darling ViRG11l. The French have 

nothing conſiderable that I have ſeen in this way, 
but Ra PIN, whoſe Poems every tray 
cover a Roman Colouring; and as he does not 
follow VIRGII's Expreſſion ſo nearly as 
VIDA, he is more agreeable to the Fudicions. 
VID A with an * Felicity Els V1R- 
G1L's Words to every Subject, RAPIN 
chuſes rather to a his manner of Ex- 
preſſion than borrow his very Phraſes: So that we 
may ſay of theſe Two, as Mr. DRYDEN 
s of FLETCHER'S aud JONSON'S 
. 


One imitates him moſt, and rother * % 


The Dutch themſelves have ſome no mean 
Latin Poems, as is evident from the Works of 
| GROTIUS 


PREFACE. tw 
GroTivs and HEINSIUS. : By- 
EHANAN is the 12 bed? of th Scars N- 
tion: He was 4 perfect er of the Latin 
e * all its Strength and Beauties, and 

wſed them into his un Poems. 
. bt Piece of his De Sphzri is, upon {0 
_ nk e Sbjct, as fine and noble a 
Poem as ever Was wrote ; tho 1 do not know 
by what Fate, the Modern Criticks are never 
Pleaſed to mention it to his Honour. I beg their 
Pardons for calling them Criticks, a Name too 
glorious for theſe Borrowers of other Men's O- 
pinions, who live upon the Plunder of S C AL 1- 
GER a RAIN, without conſulting the 
Originals ; where, if They have N to 
praiſe any thing, theſe Gentlemen take all 
on truſt, and are Strangers to every Fault and 
Excellence which they have omitted either to 

to Blame or to Commend. 


As to our own Nation, the Occaſional Co- 
pies in the Univerſit ty Collections, are the 
beſt Poems we have; the chief of which are pub- 
liſhed in the Muſæ Anglicanz, and the Muſæ 
Britannicz, tho' I have read a great many 
more which deſerve an equal Honour. Ont of 
the former, we have ſingled the Poems of Mr. 
. Addiſon, as the * Joining Ornaments of that 
A 3 Mork, 


r 


- Works aul given the unlarned Reader the Pla- 
Jure of admiring them in his Native L 


OE ee 
* : 


Ar. Addiſon, i 
n 
, ©] 


vi -PREFACE. 


J will not ſay that 'it is abſolutely neceſſary to 
be a good Latin Poet in order to become a good 
Engliſh One, bat I am ſure that he who imi- 
tates the Antients in their um Language will 


' ſlide more eaſily into their ay of T hinking, a- 


dapt their Graces by Degrees, and beautifully 


tranſplant them into his Mother-Tongue; and 


theſe are no vulgar Beauties in an Engliſh Po- 
em. I could mention how ſucceſsfully this as 
done by Milton formerly, and in our Times by 

if it 4d not army me into too 


longs to the following Pieces. 


Moſt of theſe, tho very perfect in their kinds, 
Jon apt to believe were deſigned as T ryals of a 


great Genius, after the modeſt manner of the 


Antients, 2% began to ſport and play in Eſſays 


" of their Poetical Strength before they attempted 


Subjekts of a greater Dignity. - To ſpeak of them 


in general, I obſerve that the Language is Pure, 


Elegant, and Sounding; the Venſfication eaſy 


and numerous, happily adapted to the different 
Subject it deſcribes, free from the aſfected Turns, 
Pucrile Levities, and other Flaineſſes, which 
betray a falſe Taſte, and Defett of Fudgment. 


The 


PREFAC E. wm 
The Critick every where accompanies the Poet, 
and even here a diſcerning Eye might hens 
ſeen the Promiſes of a CAMPAIGN and a 
Can 0: 5 | 


The Battle of the Pygmies and Cranes, The 
ph tg tr and. The Bowling-Green, are 
of the Mock-Heroic kind, the Subjects mean. 
and trivial, ſeemingly incapable of Poetical Orna- 
ments, but are raiſed to the Heroic, by a ſplendi 
Bolaneſs of Expreſſion, and Pomp of Verſe; by 
Metaphors, Allluſions, and Similitudes draws 
from Things of a higher Claſs, and ſuch as are 
ſuited by Nature to convey Ideas of Greatneſs 
and Magnificence to the Mind. VIR G11, 
in his Georgicks, is the great Maſter in this 

way, with this Difference only, that his is a ſe- 
rious Grandeur, this a Mimich one, his pro- 
duces Admiration, this Laughrer. 


Type Barometer is a fine Philoſophical Poem, 
deſcribing the Effects of the Air on that wonder- 
ful Inſtrument with great Exattneſs, as well 
as in the moſt beautiful Poetry. 3 


e Odes ro Dr. BURN ET T and 
Dr. HANNES are written in the true Spi- 
rit of HORACE, and are only equalled, 


among 


wii PREFACE. 
among the Afoderns, by thoſe excellent ones of 


* # 1 * 


The Reſurrection is 4 noble Piece, drawn 
after the Painter with a maſterly Hand. As it 
has been ſpoken to by the Tranſlat $3 love the 

Reader to his * * 


Tu the Poem on the Peace of Reſwick, the 
Anthor ſeems to have exerted all his Powers, to 
make it ſhine above his other ions. It 
is, indeed, 4 Maſter-Piece, the Images are 
— - nice Tudgment, worked up with 

of Imagination, and placed in the 

Light. Every thing ſtrikes at the firſt 
rot ty will pert — ſtricteſt Eye to re- 
„e 7 Te Def criptions being both juſt and 
ſarprizing, put the 15-87 — full ftretch 
as they are preparing, and 5 the Og Ex- 
pectations when finiſhed. Upon this occaſion L 
Cannot help remarking, that is Art of War 
- being ſo much changed ſince the Roman Times, 
it mut be a difficult Task to find Words in that 


Language to * even the common Ideas of a 


—_— 


* — — 


=== 


* See Dr. Hanne:'s Latin Odes in the Muſe Angli- 
9 can >. q 0 . ; 
Modern 


PREFACE. ix 
Modern Battle; but to do it in all its terrible 


Scencs of new Inventions was reſerved for the 
Pen of Mr. Addiſon. <a IM 


The Poem upon Scating, tho under the Name 
of another Gentleman, (in the Muſæ Angli- 


canæ *) was certainly written by the late Ex- 
cellent Mr. ADDISO Ne 


There needs uo Proof to a Learned Reader 
that this is Fact, ſince the Sameneſs of Stile and 
Expreſſion is a convincing Argument, that it 
could be wrote by no body but by that Author. 


To lend Fame, is no uncommon thing in an 
Univerſity; and every one who knows thoſe 
Learned Societies, knows too, that the Borrower 

thinks it no Diſprace, and the Lender no Rob- 
prefixing the Name of the Genuine Author to 
this admirable Performance. x | 


The Tranſlators, I hope, need not make any 
excuſe to the Reader, tho they will want an Apo- 
logy to the Author, whoſe Excellencies their 


— 


* Mr. Philip Frowde, of Magdalen College, Oxon. 
Who was a Pupil of Mr. Addiſon's, | 


Copies 


— . 
— — — 8 


PDP 


' Copies but faintly imitates All that I can ſay in 
our 


Defence, is, that ſome of them have fell 
into much worſe Hands before, who have mangled 


his Senſe, and debaſed his Poetry, by a cold, un- 


ſpirited Verſun. Thus, if He does ſome Kind- 
neſs in a moral way, who takes off part of an 
Injury, tho he cannot redreſs the Whole, aue 
may hope at leaſt to be forgiven who have cor- 


: relted many toe caſt on Mr. Addiſon by for- 


mer Authors, tho we could not in all things do 


Gro. SEWELL. 


To 


1 
72 
e N 
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To the Honourable 
Charles Montague, Eſq; 


Chancellor of the Exchequer, 

Firſt Lord-Commiſſioner of the 
TREASU RV, and Privy-Coun- 
cellor to the KING. 


INC E your Ears are conti- 
nually uehered by a wretched 
Bl Set of Poets, you have no Rea- 
on to complain of any new 

— Misfortunes happening to you, 
when you ' ſhall find the following noble 
Subject debaſed by my Numbers. 


The Honour we have lately acquired by 
our Conqueſts, plainly ſhews how much the 
Engliſb excell all others in the Art of War 
but how unequally low we are in the politer 
Studies of Peace, 1s evident from the Verſes 
we have lately publiſhed :.. 


* The Oxford Verſes on the Peace of Reſwick. 


2 


If 


RY 


- DEDICATION. 
If your darling Co Nx REV had not 
exerted his Divine Poetical Fury, with his 
uſual Happineſs, in the adorning of this Sub- 
ject, the PEACE it ſelf had been hardly 
worth our Joy, ſince it has been ſo miſerably 
celebrated by ſo many vile Poetaſters. 


But while I am blaming others, I may 
ſeem forgetful of my ſelf, who perhaps may 
give you as much Trouble in my Latin 
poſitions, as they have before done in their 
Engliſh, unleſs the Variety of the Torment 
may. bring ſome Mitigation to the Pain you 
are to ſuffer. For my part, I never could 
prevail upon my ſelf to offer you a Por m 
written in our Native Tongue, ſince you 
your ſelf deter all others by your own Com- 
poſitions from ſuch an Attempt, as much as 
you excite them by your Favour and Huma- 
nity. I am, | | 


. 
Your moſt devoted, 


humble Servant, 


Magd. Coll. Oxon, 
1697. 


Joſeph Addiſon, 


HE N now the Tumult of the * 
dies, 
No Shouts the Earth, no Trumpetsnrake 
the Skies; 
Accept, Great Leader, what the Pious 
Throug, 8 2 
Leſs dreadful Mulick, and a ſofter Song,) Sf 
? To ſooth the Vengeance of thy Soul, inſpire, 
And eaſe thy Boſom of its reſtleſs Fire: 
Let Wars no more, all Nature huſh'd-to Reſt, 27 
Nor Scenes of Ruin roll within thy Breaſt: 1 
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No 18. of Death, delightful to thy. Eyes, 
Svvell in thy Thoughts, and charm thee as they Riſe. 
Already fam'd, the Chace of Fame give oer; | 
Nor, dark with Laure, ſhade thy Brows with more. 


No more dire Camps a glitt ring Horror yield, 
Nor warming Millions hide the crowded Field: 
No Shouts or Tumults ſhake the ſounding Plain, 
Where downy Peace, and ſolemn Silence reign 
With Furrows now the Peaſant all around, 

Cuts the wide Camp, and turns the warlike Mound, 
Now Rampires dreadful to the Foe deſcries, 
Riſing aloft, and threat'ning as they riſe. 

Ober Fields of Death, the Waſte of War purſucs, 
Sighs the fad Scene, and trembles as he views: 
While richer Blades along the Bulwarks wave, 
And Greens ariſe to ftrew the Warrior's Grave. 
Luxuriant Ears the fertile Glebe ſupplies, 

The Harveſt bending, where the Hero dies. 


Ser! diſtant Horlds, invited from afar 

To trace the Ruins of the finiſhed War; 

Wide gaping Walls, and ſhatter'd Towers admire, 
O'erturn'd in Tempeſts of tumultuous Fire. 
Long Tracks of Death atoniſh'd they explore: 
Now view the Warrior's Toil, and now deplore; 
While Streams of Blood each Current till diſtain, 
And Oxmonn?s Wounds enoble all the Plain. 


WHERE yon ſteep Rampires riſe with Slaughter red, 
Still moiſt with Gore, and crimſon'd with the Dead, 


The 


he 


Where Beds of Sulphur ſwell the cavern'd Ground; 
Here mingling Hoſts in vain their Courage try, 


While Limbs of mangled Heroes upward drove, 
The burning Troops abandon'd to Deſpair, 


So when the lifred Arm of angry Jove, 


| Amar'd they view her rugged Form, and moan 
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The * Chief his Standard fix'd, whoſe Temples round, 
Defended Buda with her Laurels bound. 

Thro* thickeſt Troops he breaks his glorious Way, 
And Floods of Fire in vain command his Stay.: 

The buriting Shells aloft, and ſweeping Ball, 

Around the Hero wnregarded fall. 

While thro" dark Flames he ruſhes to the Fight, 

And Vapours, ſtreak'd with Lengths of ruddy Light: 
See threat'ning once, and dreadful to behold 


A ghaſtly Breach the yawning Tow'rs untold; 


Amazing ſtill the broken Ruins ſhow, 
Enormous hang, and ſhade the Plain below. 


No w treach'rous Caves beneath the Earth are . 
Guiltleſs of Death, yet doom'd, alas! to die: 
For, lo! the opening Mound ajunder flies; 

And hurls at once whole Armies to the Skies; 
Shoot from the burſting Earth, and reek above: 


In Flames aſcend, and ſmoke along the Air. 


Drives the red Bolt, all flaming from above, 
Purſues the Foe with Thunder down the Skies, 
Nature's {ad Ruins all her Sons ſurprize; 


Great Pelion loſt, and Oſſa's Height o'erthrown. 
Here Streams o'er craggy Rocks miſtake their Way, 
New Banks — and thro' new Channels ſtray,” 


3 


* The Lord Currs. Baron of Gowran, &c. 
4: / 
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The wild Confuſion all around admire, 
Their former Hills, and vaniſh'd Shades require. 


Hx x E led by Witt IA 's Fortune and his Fame, 
United-Worlds to guard the Monarch came; 
Fair Belgia's Sons the hardy Britons join, 
And Nations nurs'd beyond the ſounding Rhine; 
While faithful Auſtria from her ſhining Tow'rs 
Sends out by Millions her victorious Pow'rs : 
With theſe, the eager Northern Bands conſpire, 
And wanting Photsvus' Light, yet boaſt his Fire; 
While ſwarthy Troops to the great Cauſe inclin'd, 
Forſake the Day, and leave their Sun behind. 
From Climes remote, and diſtant Skies around, 
Cloſe gath'ring Bands the pious K N G ſurround; 
By Nature parted, Worlds together join, 
Unite the Frozen Pole, and burning Line; 
Their Language diff rent, yet their Swords agree, 
All drawn alike for Freedom and for Tat E. 


Anp Thou, Great * Chief, in War a dreaded Name, 
Foremoſt in Dangers, as the Firſt in Fame; 
If 1s to thy Worth a Life can give, . 
Thine ſhall elude the Grave, and ever live! 
While Arts and Arms to form thy Youth combine, 
And both MinERrvas in each Action ſhine, 
With fond Reluctance ſhe reſigns her Prize, 
And gives Thee up to Fame with weeping Eyes: 
Our fainty Sun's too languid to inſpire 
Thy Soul with Vengeance, and thy Breaſt with Fire. 


— 


* Colonel Codrington, Colonel of rhe King's Gunrd: - 
| ce Es Thy 


The Peace of RE SWI CE. 5 


Thy ſultry India, where the God of Day 
Shoots on the Earth, direct, his burning Ray, 
Ripens thy Godlike Vigor, and beſtows 

A Heat intenſe, as that with which he glows; 
From his kind Beanis thy kindling Ardour came, 
Who lent the Spark, then nurs d it to a Flame. 


Now Nations whom no Summer Suns beguile, 
(Rough with the ſhaggy Bear's enormous Spoil, * 
Attentive hear the Story of thy Fame, | 
Forget their Clime, and glow at WILLIA's Name. 
Beneath their Breaſt, as thy great Battles roll. 
Each feels new Heat, and burns beneath his Pole: . 
Thy Godlike Deeds each freezing Arm inſpire, 

And warm'd by Thee, they ask no other Fire. 
See the Great Chief * whoſe Empires ftretch'd around, 
Nature alone can ſhut, and Oceans bound; 

Forſake his Snowy Realms, his chilling Skies, 

And marks the Hero with aſtoniſh'd Eyes. . 

His Eyes the awful Warrior round explore, 

And in his Looks he reads his Battles o'er. . 

The vaſt Idea carrying to his View 

The Forts he ſtorm'd, and Millions that he ſew. 

Here great Namur, and there the bleeding Boyne, 

With Slaughter (weld, preſent their numerous Slain; . 
While to Seneff, his Thoughts in Raptures run, 
Where both deſerv'd the Palm, which neither won. 
How great his Mien! what Port his Steps maintain | 
Riſing he moves, and awful treads the Plain: 


* ME "OI —_— — *** _ 
— pq... — — — ,ͥ (6 mn Qt —— 


* The Car of Muſcovy. 


B 3 Sterr. 
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Stern Majeſty fits lowy ring on his Face, | 
With comely Terror mix'd, and frowning Grace. 


So with TY cb his Royal Gueſt, 
( A Lion's curling Mane his Shoulders dreſs d,) 
His Hand in Leagues of holy Friendfhip joins ; 
Thus _— he looks, and thus majeſtick ſhines. 


As Win t rü“ Bess the Hers entertain. | 
Quick beats his Heart; and ſwells cach burſting Vein. 
The Blood more ſprightly runs its circling Rounds, 
And flaming thro' the Purple Channels Bounds; 

The Britens Triumphs riſing to his View, 

He glows, ks fights, and ſeems to triumph 700. 

In Thought elate, he now the Foe diſtains, 

And drives the Tarray o'er the Ruſſun Plains. 

But hear! what joyful Shouts at Diſtance riſe, 

Break thro? the Air, and doubling fill the Skies; 

With WIL LIANM's Name the hollow Shores rebound, 
And echoing Vales repeat the darling Sound : 

No more Fair Albion on the Beach reclin'd, 

With Tears augments the Seas, with Sighs the Wind: 
Nor chides the envious Gale, and angry Main, 

That from her Eyes ſo long their Bliſs detain. 

The ling'ring Barque no more creates her Woe, 

Which flying o'er the Waves yet ſtill is flow. 

See the vaſt Fleet the parting Seas divide, 

Whit'nipg the Surge, and cuts the foamy Tide; 

Arriv'd at aſt ſhe drops the daſhing Oar, 

White Peace; ant Wrmrxm;iend-on t/bim's Shore, ” 
No Battles nov within his Boſom roll, = 
Awake his Rage, and fire the Warrior's Soul : 


His 
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His Thoughts no longer painting to his Eye 
What Foe ſhall Bleed the next, what Rival Die. 
Soft Paſſions now, and every milder Grace 

Smile in his Looks, and ſinooth the Hero's Face: 
No more dread Vengeance reddens at his Eyes, 
While in the melting K 1 N & the Soldier Dies. 


SEE! how their Lok Þ the Briziſþ Youth ſurrounds, © 
Prizing their Safety ſcarce above their Wounds. 
With comely Scars each Warrior's Boſom red, 
Aſſerts how well he fought, how oft he bled. 

To his lov'd Home, as now the Soldier flies, 
Foy ſwells his Heart, and wets his bubbling Eyes. 
The trembling Wife explores her Lover's Face, 

Still coy, and doubtful of her Lord's Embrace; 
Hangs on his Neck, confus'd with mix'd Surprize, 
And fatisfies her Love, before her Eyes. 2 
The Infant ſtarting, as the Sire draws near, 

Deep in the Mother's Boſom hides his Fear. 

He to th aſtoniſh'd Crowd recounting oer 
The Deaths he gave, and hardy Toils he bore: 
His own Exploits, his own full Praiſes crown, 
And pompous Words ſet off his paſt Renown. 
So when the Ship, with Argive Heroes fraught, 

Back to her Greece the thining Treafure brought ; 

With wonder All, the burniſh'd Prize behold, 

Rigid and ſtiff with curls of flaming Gold. 

Still pale with Fear the Soldier numbers o'er 

Dire dreadful Forms that guard the wakeful Shore. 
Here, Streams of Fire from hiſſing Serpents riſe, 

Light the dusk Air, and flaſh along the Skies. 


% 


There 
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There, glowing Bulls no Labours &er could tame, 
Groan at the. Wan, and ſort a ling Flame, 


Fox x thy Return what anole] Trophies riſe, 
What honeſt Joy o erflows each Briton's Eyes! 
To meet thy Fame, from all her joyful Tow'rs, 
Thy Iſle her Populace, and Nobles pours; 

All to their great Rerurning Mon AR cH kind, 
Joy ſmiles before, and Tranſport ſhouts behind. 
While mingling Murmurs, and Applauſes round, 
Delight thy Ear, and pleaſe while they confound. 
To aid the ſpreading Pomp thy Heav'ns ſupply 
Uncommon Luſtre, and a fairer Sky; 
Keep back the Progreſs of the rolling Year, - 
While Summer-Suns the flow'ry Winter cheer. 


Mob the lov'd * Vourn in all his Beauty's Pride, 
And ſmiling Bloom adorns the. Hero's Side, 
Each Parent ſtriving with alternate Care, 
Divide their Love, to form him Great and Fair; 
While in his Looks the Sire commanding lives, 
The Goddeſs ſmooths the Charms, the Hero gives: 
Each manly Feature, and ſeverer Grace, 
By Beauty ſoften'd, dies upon his Face: 
With diff rent Glories each the Boy inſpire, 
One gives the Sweetneſs, and one lends the Fire, 
In Wars already thoughtful to engage, 
He acts thy Battles o'er with Mimic Rage; 


— 
—_— i — 


H Ro, al Highneſs WILLIAM, Duke of Glouceſter. 


Si 


— 


mo wet =. wvWwH a0 19 
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Here preſſing eager on the flying Foe, 

His boiling Veins with artful-Vengeance glow, N 
Till from his Arm as ſwiftly he retires, | 
Stopp'd by his Sword, a fancy'd Gaul expires. 

There his young Breaſt, and Courage to inflame, 

He builds low Towers, and gives to each their Name. 
Namur's feign'd Walls a while his Force diſdain, 

Which fall at laſt, and, ſmoking, hide the Plain: 

In Sieges thus his Arm the Youth employs, 

Till what his Hand ere&s, his Sword deſtroys. 

While eager now to reach thy virtuous Fame, 

His Boſom hardly bounds the reſtleſs Flame: 

A riſing Red his youthful Cheeks inſpires, 

| And ſtains his Lillies o'er with purple Fires. 


Bur, oh! what Mw an equal Strength ſupplies 
To paint Auguſta s Triumphs as they riſe? 
Thro' whoſe glad Streets the Grape her juice beſtows, 
Each ſordid Channel purpling where it flows. 
What Verſe can reach the lighted Orbs on high, 

And falling Luſtre of the artful Sky ? 

While Stars of Sulphur thro' Heav'ns Azure glow, | 
And fall and ſmoke from burſting Shells below. 

See the fair Night her Rival Beams diſplay, 

Forget her Shades, and emulate the Day: 
Forth from the Clouds the Heav'ns a Torrent pours 
Of falling Light, and rains in burning Show'rs. 
While Meteors blazing thro' the Winter Sky, 

Trail a long Length of Fire, and crackling Die. 

As thus the Spheres with ſhining Wonders glow, 

A thouſand hideous Forms ſurprize below : 


Bright 
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Bright, horrid Monſters, ghaſily to the Eye, 

In various Shapes the artful Flames bely. 

Here, a fierce Lion, we, with Dread, admire, 

Shake his red Mane, and rough with curls of Fire: 
There, dreſs d in Flames a ſlipp'ry Serpent ſlides, 
Burns with ſeign d . aud hiſſes as he glides. 


E acn Subject now while WII LI AM fills the Throne, 
Springs with new Life, and calls that Life his own: | 
To Nature's Bounds their Fleets controul the Main, 

No Dangers dread, and every Foe diſdain. 

Secure They wander ; and while He is kind, 

The Sea no Terror has, ne. Rage the Wind. 

. to freezing Climes their Courſe they hold 
er Icy Waves, and bound with Summer's cold; 

— croſs thoſe Oceans, where perfuming Gales, 

And Rails of Incenſe {well the _—_— Sails. 


YE Sacred SHADEs, who from Above complain, 
Your reeking Wounds the Fields of Death diſtain; 
Still to your Iſle your great Aſſiſtance lend. 

And. whom the Warriors ſav'd their Ghoſts defend. 

Let WILLIAM ſtill your kind Protection prove, 

His Pride on Earth, his Guardians when Above. 

And while your Friendſhip thus furvives the Grave, 

Your Love ſecures that Bliſs your Courage gave: 

And thou, MARIA, whoſe indulgent Breaſt 

Labours with Wiſhes for Britamia's Reſt ; 

If Europe's davrning Pe act a while delay 

Thy Lord's Embrace, forgive the Hero's ſtay ; 

Till jarring Worlds by His Command: agree, 

In vain recall'd by EMYIRE, and by THEE, | 
THE 
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IE Feather d Warriors, and the Pigmy- 
State, 


Record, O Arſe! their Battles, and their 
Fate, 


Ting their great Wars, and as their Troops 
engage, 
Guide th low Heroes, and direc their Rage. 
Here, Swords all famirg for the Fight diſplay; | 
There, Beaks as vengeful, and as keen as they : 
Dreadfully mingling in one lofty Strain, 
The Pygmies Courage, and the Foes Diſdain. 
While Birds and Men in dire dread Conflicis try 
The Earth's Command, and Empire of the Sky. 


hy 
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ALzzapy fair in Verſe each Watrior's Name, 

The Mxje has greatly ſung, and paid with Fame. 

His hardy Toil with Tranſport each admires, 

| The Poet Tiling, as the Chief inſpires: 

i To diſtant Time the Muſe has handed down 

4 The Grecian Valour, and her Youth's Renown, 

How ſternly brave in Fight great TyuesSEus glows; 
How {ſwift Acu1LLEs drives upon his Foes; 
AxEas Fame with Wonder we peruſe, 

And WiLL1aMm's Wreaths are green in ev'ry Muſe. 
While Theban Chiefs, and Po ME Vs mournful Name, 
Weary each Eye, and tire us with their Fame. 

My bolder Ae, unſung in antient Lays, 

New Battles ranges, and new Camps ſurveys 

In Verſe the Trumpets Silver Sound deſcribes, 
And fatal to the Cranes, the Pygmy-Tribes. | 
Dark thro' the Air, while hov'ring Nations flow, 
And from the Clouds deſcends the Feather d- Foe. 
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WuERE happy India boaſts a warmer Ray, 
And, ſmiling, bluſhes at the Birth of Day : 
Embrac'd by Rocks, a flow'ry Vale is ſeen, 
By Few frequented, and for ever Green, 
Here, high in Fame (till Heaven that Fame withſtand ) 
The ſpreading Pygmy Nations wide command 
By various Arts a frugal Life ſuſtain, | 
While lab'ring Millions throng each crouded Phin- 
But now their Deſart Realms, as we deſcry, 
Untill'd their Vales, their Bowers unpeopled lie. 
While Bones of mighty Dwarfs, and Warriors ſlain, 
Strike ev'ry Eye, and whiten all the Plain. 


Theſe 


eſe 
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Theſe Realms are now by Victor-Cranes poſſeſt; 
There ſafe they triumph in each airy Neſt. 

Not thus they moan d their Country's Fate of old, 
When Subject - States their Monarch's Arm controul'd. 
The Soldier then, hene er the Foe drew near, 
Graſp'd hard his Sword, and, dreadful, ſhook his Spear: 
Till gaſping now, and breathleſs on the Ground, 
Deep in his Breaſt he drives the deadly Wound: 

His Shoulders ſcarce the pond'rous Spoil convey ; 
Alive his Terror, and, when dead, his Prey. 

Oft in the Grove her curious Manſions hung, 

His Rage o'erthrows, and flays the Crying Young; 
The Morher-Bird, from far, beholds with Pain 

Her Kingdoms rifled, and her Infants ſlain ; 

Whoſe little Lives their Parent's Guilt atone, 

For Crimes, alas ! expiring,” not their own. 

His Breaſt no Pity to their Crimes will give ; 
Doom'd by his Sword to die, before they live; 
E'er yet a Form th' imperfect Young enjoys; 

And in the Egg the future Foe deſtroys. 


FROM this dire Spring immorta ! Diſcords roſe, 
Which wrought the Sons of Fame unnumber'd Woes: 
While warring Troops diſturb the Earth and Sky, 

And Birds, and Men, confus d together, die. 


Less Tumults from leſs noble Cauſes ſprung, 
The Grecian Bard of old ſublimely ſung, 


While thund'ring Arms, and meeting Hoſts around, 
Mix in one Noiſe, and all the Lake * confound. 


— —— EAI Ana 
* Homer's Batrachomuomachia. 
8 Here 
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Here, ſcatter'd o'er the bloody Plains are laid 

Expiring Mice, by Bulruſh-Spears deſtroy d; 

There, limping Frogs, diſtain'd with gen'rous Gore, 

In deep hoarſe Plaints their abſent Limbs deplore: 
Unactive now, forget their ſpringing Bound, 

And hardly trail their ſluggiſn Weight along the Ground. 


Now the great Morn her Light began diſcloſe; 
That Morn, which fatal to the Pygmies roſe, | 
When they ſhall rue the Raſhneſs of their Guilt, 

And wiſh the Towng unſlain, the Egg unſpilt. 
For this the vengeful Sires in War engage, 
Burn with Revenge, and call forth all their Rage; 
Sad with Regret, they ſummon from afar , 
Wide diſtant Nations to the airy War: 
What Troops remote Strymonian Waters breed, 
And o'er Caiſters flow'ry Meadows feed: 
What hardy Bands the Scythian Lakes ſupply, 
Or pour'd from 7j3er's Banks obſcure the Sky; 
Confed'rate join -- with Slaughter all around 
Their Boſoms {well, and, abſent, ſeem to wound. 
Each whet their Talons, and their Beaks prepare, 
To gore the Battle, 'and confuſe the War. 
For ſpeedy Flight the ſounding Pinions dreſt ; 
Such Thirſt of Vengeance heaves each Warrior's Breaſt. 


Now Spring arriv'd, the gath'ring Troops on high 
Cut the mid Air, and ſail along the Sky; 
Beneath their Wings as they ſublimely ſoar, 
Wide Empires ſtretch, and wider Oceans roar. 
Thro' the bleak North as they their Legions guide, 
The Day grows darker, and the Clouds divide. 


Fann'd 
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Fann'd with the Blaſt, and trembling as they fly, 
A loud _ Murmur runs along the Sky. 


| Nox leſs on Earth the Pygmy Ts glows, 
Whoſe Chiefs for Fight the Martial Troops diſpoſe, 
Direct the War, and as the Foe draws near, 
Each gripes his Sword, and, eager, ſhakes his Spear. 
While cloſely wedg'd, and dreadful to the Foe, 
Their double Battle hides the Plain below. 


AND now the Monarcn of the Pygmy Ten 
Advancing, ſtalks with ample Strides along; 
Slowly he moves, majeſtically tall; 
Towers o'er his Subjects, and- o erlooks em all. 


A Giant-Pygmy, whoſe high Spirits ſwell, 


Elated with the Size of Half an Ell. 
Stern was his Vilage, ---- for his Face all o'er 
Of Savage Claws the dire Impreſſions bore; - 


And ſeam'd with ghaſtly Wounds his manly Breaft ; 


Still own'd the Foe, and ſtill the Nails confeſs d. 
Hence Wrath, immortal Wrath, his Boſom fir'd 
To quell thoſe Nations, that his Fall conſpir d: 
Who join'd in Arms his Fury to reſtrain, 


Whet keen their Claws, and plunge their Peaks in vain, 


Oft, as his Sword its Edge in Battle ſhows, 
To lop a Pinion, and retard his Foes, 
What Heaps of Dead, what Mountains of the Slain, 


What Slaughter reddens all the ſlipp'ry Plain? 


While ſighing o'er Strymonign Lakes alone, 
Sad Widows Languiſh, and {ad Orphans Moan. 
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N ow. broken Murmurs, ſounding from afar, 


Preſage th Approaches of the flying War; 


Black with the Foe, the Clouds they now deſcry 


Cleaving the Air, and marching thro? the Sky. 


Wing d Troops diſcloſing, as they wide untold z 
And what they heard aloft, they now behold. 
In ſolemn State above, and ſtrict Array, 


A dreadful Scene the hov'ring Troops diſplay ; 


Their ſpreading War extends along the Skies, 
And the fann'd Air before their Pinions flies. 


All Heaven is crowded, and the dark'ning Foe, 


Hung in the Clouds, obſcures the Camp below ; 
With gloomy Horror ſhades the nether Plain, 


. And Millions, ne'er to view their Native Groves again. 


Tae Pygmy Troops beneath, in firm Array, 
With eager Looks the hanging Foe ſurvey : 
Up to the Clouds their vengeful Eyes they turn, 
Demand the Fight, and for the Combat burn. 
When, lo! the Cranes, deſcending from on high, 
Ruſh thro' the Air, and dart along the Sky ; 
Amidſt his Ranks they drive their plunging Bands, 
And give that Battle which the Foe demands. 

Both Hoſts engage, ---- dire deaf'ning Murmurs riſe, 


And Clouds of Feathers floating fill the Skies. 


The fainting Birds, their Vigour to repair, 

Now leave the Field, and skim aloft in Air; 
Their Strength renew'd, they ſhoot along the Plain, 
Mix in the Fight, and urge the War again. 
Each ſide an equal Part of Glory ſhares, 

And Conqueſt yet for neither Hoſt declares; 


Here 
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Here, a brave Warrior wounded as he flies, 

In circling Eddies whirls around the Skies: 

Still as the Foe his fruitleſs Vengeance tires, 

Collects his Talons, and in Rage expires. 

There, gently ſtreaming from the Heroe's Veins, 

A Pygmy's Gore the Purple Field diſtains; 

Deep Murmurs from his heaving Heart reſound; 
Panting he falls, and beats the bleeding Ground. 

While Shades of Death o'er-ſpread his ſwimming Eyes, 
Curſes the Foe's inhuman Claw, and dies. 


A ND now the ghaſtly Fields of Death, all o'er 
Confus d with Noiſe, and warm with ſmoking Gore 
From every Eye a ſoft Compaſſion draw ; 
Here ſhines a Sword, there ſprawls a trembling ch ue: 
While copious Slaughter gluts the ſlipp'ry Plain 
With Wings of Birds, and Limbs of Mortals flain. \ 
The Pygmy Chief, his Faulchion waving high, 
Wide waſting Drops, while Millions round him die: 
Amidſt ten thouſand Deaths ſecure he ſprings, 
Mocks their ſharp Beaks, and perſecuting Wings. 


To ſtop his waſting Sword, th' avenging Foe 

In circling Troops around the Wzrrior flow. 

Dark o'er his Helmet thronging Legions ſpread, 

And all the Battle rages round' his Head, 

When, lo] a Crane, ſwift ſhooting from above, 

(Such was the Will, and dire Decree of ]JovE!} 

Caught in his wounding Talons, as he flies, 

Faſt gripes the Foe, and bears him thro' the Skies. 

A Cloud of Birds the Captive Xing ſurround, 

Clap their glad Wings, and waft him from the Ground: 
03 White 
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While bore aloft, and leſſ'ning as he ſoars, 

Each Pygmy views his Lord, and each deplores: 
But figh in vain, their Moaarch's Arm o'er-power'd,. 
Their Monarch vanquiſh'd firſt, and then devour'd. 


Bur ſee the War once more revives on high, 
Sounds thro' the Air, and ranges o'er the Sky. 
The Pygmy's Sword around with Vengeance drove; 
The Cranes diſdain, and gore him from above. 

Then skim aloft, the ſprawling Chief with Pain 
Shrinks from the Wound, and waves his Arm in vain. 


Sven was the War, when Mountains toſs'd on high, 
Shook ] ovE's. high Throne, and labour'd up the Sky. 
While Heav'n and Earth a doubtful Fight prepare, 

And Rocks and Thunders mingle in the Air. 

Till the wing'd Bolt, all flaming from above, 

I aanch'd from the dreadful red Right-Hand of ] ov x, 
Confounds the War. His falling Riva!'s ſlain, 

Gaſp o'er the Fields, -- and ſmoking hide the Plain. 
And now their Vigour ſpent, their Martial Fire 
Glowing in vain, the Pygmy Troops retire: 

Pale with Deſpair, they leave the fatal Field, 

For Pity raiſe their ſhrill low Voice, and yield. 

But fierce behind the Cranes purſue their Way; 

Dart from above, and rend the flying Prey. 

Thro' Fields of Death the mangled Warriors chace, 
And in cne Battle end the faithleſs Race. 


Tu Pygmy Nation, thus ſo long renovyn d, 
Oerſpread with Laurels, and with Trophies crown'd, 


Reſigns 


Reſigns her Fame, ---- for Heaven, and partial Fate 
To Earth's great Empires fix one certain Date; 
Aſſign the Period to each Nation's Fame: 

Thus roſe, and thus expir'd th' Aſſyrian Name; 
Thus ſunk (alike their Glory, and their Doom ) 
Thy Pride, O Perſia! and thy Grandeur, Rome ! 


Now mix'd with Shades of mighty Heroes ſlain, 
The empty Troops o erſpread th Elyſian Plain 
And if th' important Story be allow'd, 

Confirm'd by Fame, each Night the Fairy- Crowd, 
Unbody'd Forms, by wond'ring Shepherds ſeen, 
Skim thro' the Gloom, and Gambol o'er the Green. 
With Schemes of War no more their Boſoms glow, 
Forget their Labours, and their Feather'd Foe. 

But ſportive now in wanton Dances round, 

With narrow Tracks they mark the flow'ry Grovnd ; 
A greener Turf the verdant Ring ſupplies, 

And in the Fairy Name the Pygmy dies. 


THE 


THE 
PUPPET- SHOW. 


8 F Trivial Things I * ſurpriſing Scenes, 

I Crowds void of Thought, and Nations in 
Machines. 

A Race Diminutive ; whoſe Frames were 

| built 

Free from the Sacrilege of antient Guilt 3 

Who from a better new PRomETHEvVUS came; 

Nor * the Plunder of Cœleſtial Flame. 


THERE, where facetious Andrew riſes high, 
And draws the Peopled-Street beneath his Eye; 
With witty Jeſts the gaping Croud derides, 
Diſtorts their Muſcles, and fatigues their Sides. 
All Sons of Mirth, the Gay, the Curious come, 
Enter the Booth, and fill the ſpacious Room, 
Not undiſtinguiſt'd are the Honours there, 

But different Seats their different Prices bear. 
At length, when now the Curtain mounts on lbigh, 
The narrow Scenes are open'd to the Eye; 
Where Wire-Partitions twinkle to the Sight, 
That cut the Viſion, and divide the Light, 
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Ingenious Artifice! of ſure Deceit, —< 

Since naked Proſpects would betray the Cheat 
And now the ſqueaking Tribe proceeding roams 
O'er- painted Manſions, and illuſtrious Domes. 
Within this humble Cell, this narrow Wall, 
Aſſemblies, Battles, Conqueſts, Triumphs, All 
That human Minds can act, or Pride ſurvey, 
On their low Stage, the Little Nation play. 


B or one above the reſt diſtinguiſh'd ſtalks ; 
A Hero, who in hoarſer Accents talks. 
Large is the Buckle that his Veſt controuls; 
His mimic Eye with living Motion rolls. 
His Belly turgid of enormous Size; 5 
e Behind his Back, a Bulk of Mountain lies. 
Huge, manly, tall, he frights the Pygmy-Court, 
Who fly and wonder at his Giant- Porr. 
Audacious Hero he, who much relies 
On his unequal Arm, and haughty Size. - 
Of theſe ſuperior Gifts and Talents proud, 
He mocks and rallies all the Leſſer Crond: 
Scatters his Satire round, and oft provokes 
The Croud to Laughter by facetious Jokes. 
E'en when ſome ſerious Action is diſplay d. 
And ſolemn Pomps in long Proceſſion made, 
He uncontroulable, of Humour rude, 
Muſt with unſeaſonable Mirth intrude : 
Scornful he grins upon their Tragick Rage, 
And diſconcerts the Fable of the Stage. 
Sometimes the graceleſs Wight with ſaucy Air, 
Makes rude Approaches to the Painted Fair: 


1 
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The Nymph retires, he ſcorns to be withſtood, 


And forces Kiſſes on th' «z2willing Wood. 


Nor ſo his Fellows of inferior Parts, 
They pleaſe the Theatre with various Arts; 
Laſcivious Sport, in circling Turns advance, 
And tire their little Limbs in active Dance. 


Soukriuks the Woodden People you behold, 
Attir'd in rich Array of figur d Gold: 
Rows of diſſembled Jewels blaze around, 
And Robes of Tyriaz Purple ſtain the Ground. 
For when their Tribes in Pageantry diſplay, 
The mimic Grandeur of ſome ſolemn Day, 
The painted Nymphs proceed a comely Train, 
In Order juſt, and brighten all the Plain. 
Nobles of Stature ſmall attract the Eyes, 
And laſt the Commons of an humbler Size. 


The pleas d Spectator, as theſe Scenes he views, 


The Pygmy-Nation in his Mind renews: 

He fancies now the Cranes Invaſions ceaſe; 
Their warlike Souls are ſoften d by a Peace, 
And now ſecure in guiltleſs Sports they play, 


Laugh down the Sun, and dance away the Day. 


Tus, when the Stars obtain their Midnight Sphere, 


A Race like theſe of Human Form appear; 
The Fairy Train, that dancing in the Dark, 
Return in Circles, and their Footſteps mark. 

| The merry Goblins, conſtant to the Round, 


In Meaſure trip, and beat the hallow'd Ground. 
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The Morn betrays the Print. The fruitful Earth 
From hence teems Pregnant with a juicy Birth, 
Luxuriant Growths of bolder Graſs are ſeen, 

That a in Circles of a deeper Green. 


VIE T, Oh! ſome Clouds obſcure their Sl D 
Hars, horrid Wars, diſaſtrous Tumults raiſe. 
The Joys of Peace are broke by rough Alarms, 
Their Troops breathe Slaughter, and prepare for Arms: 
So inſincere is mortal Bliſs ! ſo ſure | 
Care blends our Foys, and makes them all impure? 
Now Swords, and warring Arms the Proſpe& mar, 
Protended Sptars, that glitter from afar, £ 
And ſulph'rous Tubes, dread Equipage of War. 
The Din of Fight begins; a direful Sound 
Flies thro* the Dome, and ſhakes the Walls around; 
From the burſt Volumes ſputt'ring Sulphurs toſt 
Promiſcuous Hiſs, and Sounds in Sounds are loſt, 
Confuſion reigns ; the Field of War beſpread, 
Reveals, unhappy View! her Heaps of Dead: 
Think on all Hands, extended on the Stage, 
Slain Troops appear, the Guilt of Civil Rage. 


Bur when they have allay'd their Martial Ire, 
And their calm Spirits breathe a ſober Fire : 
The War concluded, they reſume their Parts, 


| Repeat their former Toils, and various Arts. 


Now oft the Heroes of the Sacr ed * Page; 
Great Souls! the Product of a better Age, 
Redeem'd and reſcu'd from the ſilent Urn, 
On this low Stage in Miniature return. 


ah. 


9 Alluding to The Creation of the World. 
There 
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There may you ſee a Venerable Band 

Of Patriarch-Sires in hoary Order ſtand ; 
Their Faces furrow'd, as they once appear d, | 

And their Chins cloath*d with Silver Lengths of Beard. 

So, long conſuming Age, from Day to Day, 


Contracted TiTnon by a ſlow Decay. 


From waſting Stage to Stage he gradual paſt, 
And ſunk into a Graſhopper at laſt. 


Now fing we, whence the Puppet-Adors came, 
What hidden Power ſupplies the hollow Frame; 
What cunning Agent o'er the Scenes preſides, 
And all the ſecret Operation guides. | 
The Turner ſhapes the uſcleſs Log with Care, . 
And forces it a human Form to wear: a 
With the ſharp Steel he works the Wooden Race, 
And lends the Timber an adopted Face. 
Tenacious Wires the Legs and Feet unite, 
And Arms connected keep the Shoulders right, 
Adapted Organs to fit Organs join, 
And Joints with Joints, and Limbs with Limbs combine. 
Then adds he active Wheels and Springs unſeen, 
By which he artful] turns the ſmall Machine, 
That moves at Pleaſure by the ſecret Wires; 
And laſt his Voice the ſenſleſs Trunk inſpires. 


| OP ſuch a Union of Westend came, 
And to Perfection grew the Puppet-Frame; 
The Workman 's Mark its Origin reveal, 
And own the Traces of the forming Steel. 
Hence are its Dance, its Motions, and its Tone, 
Ita ſqueaking Voice, and Accents not its own. _ 
| | THE 
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E R E ſmooth and ev as the Summer- bi 

IN 1+ | Main, ; l 

A ſpacious Area opens on the Plain; - 

While with deſcending Dews the Herbage 

ws, 24 | ſweats, | 
Door feels the Riſing Sun's intenſer Heats, 

The ſharpen'd Scyzhe prevents the grafly Height, 

And reaps the ſcanty Harveſt of the Night : 

The rolling Stone renews its Morning Round, 

To cruſh the ſpringing Turf, and ſink the knotty Ground, 

And now the poliſh'd Globes, a num'rous Band, 

Prepar'd for Motion by the Artift's Hand; 

Glitt'ring with Oil, and ſplendid to the Sight, 

O'er the ſoft verdant Surface ſpeed their Flight. a 

But leaſt ſome Bowler ſhould his Caſt diſo von, 

By diff rent Marks the diff'rent Orbs are known. 

For Gameſters vary; ſome prefer the Bowl, 

That byaſs'd, wheels obliquely to the Goal 3 


D | While 


* 


26 The BOoWILING- GREEN. 


'While others will a diff rent Choice approve 
Of thoſe, which in a Line directly move. 


b Tur choſen Numbers part on either Side, 
As, or Conſent, or doubtful Lots divide: 
Each Chief aſſumes his Arms; when now behold 
The Fack exulting o'er the Surface roll'd ; 
At which their miſſive Orbs the Bowlers aim, 
And who arrives the neareſt, wins the Game. 
The Leader poiſes in his Hand the Bow, 
And gently launches to the diſtant Goal : 
The current Orb prolongs its circling Courſe, 
Till by Degrees it loſes all its Force. 
When now another o'er the Level bounds, 
And Orb, ſucceeding Orb, the Block ſurrounds : 
Scatter d they lie, and barricade the Green, 
That ſcarce a ſingle Bow] can paſs between. 
When now with better Skill, and nicer Care, 
The dext'rous Youth renews the Wooden War, 
Beyond the reſt his winding Timber flies, 
And works infinuating, and wins the Prize. 
But if perchance he ſees, with Madneſs ſtung, 
The lagging Wood move impotent along; 
If its faint Motion languiſh on the Way, 
And, ſhort of Length, it preſs the verdant Lay: 
Nimbly he ſtrides behind a-croſs the Graſs, 
And bending hovers o'er the rolling Maſs; 
Leaſt foul Diſgrace ſhould on his Arm redound, 
He blames the Riſing-Rub, and guilty Ground. 


Wnar ſudden Laughter echoes o'er the Green, 
V hen {ome unlucky, artleſs Caft is ſeen? 


When 
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When the too pond'rous Lead with ſtubborn Force 
Allures the Globe from its appointed Courſe? 

The Bowler chafes, and fruitleſs Rage enſues, 

His Body to a thouſand Poſtures ſerues 

He blames he knows not what, with angry Blood, 
He frets, he ſtamps, and damns th' erroneous Wood: 
Th' erroneous Wood his fruitleſs Rage diſdains, 

And ſtill its former wayward Courſe maintains. 


Bur if a Bowl, diſmiſs'd with equal Strength, 
Obtains exactly the intended Length, 
And, nicely paſſing thro* the creuding Balls, 
Prone on the paſſive Fack incumbent falls; 
With loud Applauſe the ſplitting Heav'ns they rend, 
And all the Cafter, and the Caſs commend. 
When now the adverſe Foe projects around 
His careful Eyes, and marks the ambient Ground; 
And, ſtudious the contiguous Globes to part, 
He ſummons all his Strength and all his Art; 
Th exerted Vigour of his Nerves applies, 
And rapid from his Arm, the brandifh'd Engine flies. 


ScAncE half fo ſwiftly to th' Elzian Goal, 
With rival Speed the whirling Chariots roll; | 
While the fleet Axle mocks the lagging Wind, 
And leaves the flying Village far behind. 


WHenxn, it the Wooden Guards immure the Foe, 
And break the Vengeance of the wairling Blow; 
If the conflicting Orbs are driv'n around, 
And, lootely ſcatter d, ftrew th' O.ympic Ground: 
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He chides his Fate, his fervid Spleen boils high, 
Calls the Gods falſe, and damns the guilty Sky. 


Bur if his Bow] with eaſy Paſlage ſlide, 
And with a Claſh the wedded Orbs divide; 
His Partners ſhout, the Crowd eſpouſe his Cauſe, 
And the wide Plain re-murmurs with Applauſe. 


Mam while the Dag-Star burns with ſultry Heat, 
And ev'ry Limb is drown'd in briny Sweat: | 
They court the ſhady Breeze, and Cool of Day, 
And from their Temples wipe the trickling Drops away; 


1 
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N thoſe dark Caverns of the teeming Earth 
VMhcre Nature gives to various Meal 

WY III | Birth: 

Where maſſy Bars of Oar a lay, 

8 And her Veins glitter with a ruddy Ray; 

Thar as the * ring Workman views the Mine, 

With ſecret Riches fraught, and future Com, 

His Hands a ſhining Sitver Forntain force, 

That runs, and rolls unmarking of its Courſe. 

No Signs, no moiſten'd Tracts of Earth betray, 

Or its firſt flowing, or returning Way; 

Tho? broke, in gather'd Globes it ſtill appears, 

And recolle&s it ſelf in rounded Spheres. 


D 3 Nox 


2 E BAROM ETER: Or, 


No E know its Nature; whether 8 born, 


The noble Fluid flow Perfection ſcorn ; 
And ripe, and finiſh'd in it ſelf, deſpiſe 
Subliming Sun-light, and maturing Skies. 

Or rather, if the Sun's imperfect Beam, 

Leave it a looſe, unripen'd Silver Stream, 
A Fluid Treaſure: Whatſoe'er it be, 
It boaſts of Uſes of a high Degree; 
A Form leſs bright, by Love inſpir'd to wear, 
Great Jo E aſſum'd to win the Grecian Fair; * 
When in his Arms the Guarded Nymph to fold, 
He loſt his Godhead in a Shower of Gold, 


Bur ſee the Fact: A Glaſſy Tube prepare, 
And from the Veſſel pump the groſſer Air: 
The Bottom let the Silver Lake ſupply, 
Obſequious to the Motions of the Sky: 
That ſo, when gath'ring Show'rs in Air depend, 
The ffuctuating Metal may deſcend; 
And when the warmer, ſultry Heats adviſe, 
The quick-emerging Liquor may ariſe, 
Poſſeſs the Void, from ev'ry Diſtance paſs, + 
And leave, and fill, all Spaces of the Glaſs. 


Tur Tube thus fix d, the Conſcious Liquor tries, 
And tells before, the Temper of the Skies: 
In its bright Face you certainly behold 
The diſtant Winter, and the future Cold. 
For when the mounting Fluid upward tends, 
And in the Glaſſy Channel high aſcends ; 
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Then 
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A brighter Sun in purer ther plays; 

And laughing Fields confeſs the Summer-Rays. 
But if the Silver Stream, by too great Weight , 
Swells much, and riſes to the top-moſt Height; 
Then fade the wither'd Herbs, the Juices fly, 
The Plants grow thirſty, and the Meadows die. 


Then comes the Promiſe of ſerener Days, 2 


* 


Bur when the breathing Earth thin Miſts exhales, 
And murky Smoak depends on heavy Gales, 
Or ſlowly failing o'er the Sui face low'rs, 
The Cauſe and Nutriment of future Show'rs ; 
Then from their Height the pond'rous Liquids flow, 
Sink down, and form a Silver Lake below. 
Obſervers draw not from the Bittourn's Play, 
Surer Preſages of a weeping Day ; 
When the Bird mounts beyond her common Height, 
And in the Middle Zrhey ſhapes her Flight; 
Sportful enjoys the miſty Clouds, and flings 
The dropping Moiſture from her flaggy Wings. 
But now the Cold produces new Effects, 
The ſcatter'd Drops in ſhining Orbs collects: 
Then Fields look green, in fruitful Show'rs the Rain, 
Soaks the dry Roots, and ſwells the teeming Grain. 


Bur when the Streaming Metal's lucid Weight 
Falls deeply down, and loves. a lower State; 

As if impatient of the Show'ry Skies, 

Retires, and, fearful of the Tempeſt, flies; 

That Sight, ye cautious Swains,. obſerve with Skill; 
Portentous Sign! and Ominous of Ill! 
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Soon will che pregnant Air her Vapours ſhow, 
Winter come arm'd, and ſounding Whirlwinds blow. | 
But tho' the Fluid leſſer preſs'd ſublides, 

And almoſt all its Silver Subſtance hides, 

Yet other Things beyond their Limits ſwell; 

Streams burſt their Banks, and mighty Floods rebel, 

In frothy Tides each boiling Deluge raves, 

And Scas o'erflow with mad licentious Waves. 


— 
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Tur 15 wond'rous Glaſs a thouſand Truths diſplays, 
And all the Secrets of the Skies betrays: 
By this the Face of Heav'n is juſtly ſhown, 
The Changes told, and all the Seaſons known: 
This tells you when to truſt a looſe Attire, ; 
And warns you when to ny a Winter-Fire. : 


Tho the Clouds gather, and obſcure the Sky, 
And threaten Tempeſts to the doubtful Eye. 
Yet if inſpecting of the ſure Machine, k 
The Glaſs deny, and promiſe it ſerene, 
Beneath the hanging Show'r they ſafe may go; 
And fearleſs of the Rain the Swain may mow, 


On this Prognoſtic Trav'llers 5 may rely, e 


Ta1s faithful Glaſs the Wrath of Heav'n defies, 
Makes Winter pointleſs, and difarms the Skies ; 


Froſts, Colds, and Tempeſts, when by This prepar'd, 
Fall innocent, and meet us on our Guard. 


To the Learned 


Dr. Thomas Burnett. 


Au THOR of The. 


Sacred Theory of the EaxTE. 


0 common Height the Myſe muſt ſoar, 
| Meg That would thy Fame in Numbers try; 
l Nor dare in humble Verſe adore, | 
MEN But riſe with Thee above the Sky; 

Sl} You ask a bold and lofty Strain, 


| [And what we meanly ſing, diſdain, 


| IL 
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IT. 


Tas Nature's early Birth explore, | 
The Secrets of her Womb diſcloſe, 


From what mix'd Cauſe, and jarring Power, 


The Infant-Earth to Being roſe: 
How, in her Circling Bofom, ſleep, 
Th 1mpriſon'd Seas, and bounded Deep. 


. III. 
Reſolv d great hidden Truths to trace, 
Each Learned Fable you deſpiſe; 
And, pleas d, enjoy the fam'd Diſgrace, 
To Think, and Rcaſon, ſingly wiſe: 
Each Tale reject by Time allow'd, 
And nobly leave the erring Crowd. 


Iv. 
Hark! from her weak Foundations tore, 
The burſting Earth aſunder flies, 


And, prop'd by yielding Seas no more, 
The dreadful Crack alarms the Skies: 


Whoſe Arches rent, their Weight forego, 


And plunge in op'ning Gulphs below. 


e 
Now ruſhing from their watry Bed, 
The drivmg Waves diſdain a Shore; 

And with reſiſtleſs Force o'er-ſpread 


That Orb, which check'd their Rage before: 


While ſcatter'd o'er the foamy Tide, 
AJ Nature's floating Ruins ride. 
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VI. 
New Heavens reveal'd, the Silver Train. 
The Sun beneath their Waves admire; 
And gliding thro' th' enlight'ned Main, 
Gaze at each STAR*'s unwonted Fire. 
Well pleas'd, the Moon's bright Orb ſurvey, 
Trembling along their Azure Play. 


VII. 
How ſtrong each Line, each Thought how great! 
With what an Energy you riſe! 
How ſhines each Fancy? with what Heat 
Does every glowing Page ſurprize? 
While ſpouting Oceans upward flow, 
Or ſink conceaPd in Caves below. 


VIII. 


As Nature's Doom you thus impart, 
The dreadful Scene we ſcarce endure; 
Bur, ſhrinking, ask our anxious Heart, 
If on Our Earth we tread ſecure; 
Whoſe Fate unmov'd, as you purſue,, 
We ſtart and tremble but to view. 


IX, 
Yet theſe Remains, we now behold, 
Which tow'ring once in Hills aroſe; 
Shall from a new and fairer Mould 
A new and fairer Earth compoſe : 
Which to her Fate ſhall owe her Bloom, 
And date freſh Glories from the Tomb. 
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X. 


Yet ſee this beauteous Fabrick end, 
This Second Pride of Fate expire; 
While guſhing from the Clouds deſcend 

The Burning Storm, the Liquid Fire; 
Where Worlds and Men conſuming lie, 
And in one Blaze of Ruin die, 


XI. 

Their naked Tops the Hills admire, 

No longer white with fleecy Dew ; 
And as they moan the ſpreading Fire, : 

Add to the Flames diſſolving too: - 
While Rocks from melting Mountains flow, 
And roll in Streams thro? Vales below. 

- RR 

And now the kindling Orbs on high 

All Nature's mournful End-proclaim ; 
When thy great Worx, (alas!) muſt die, 

And feed the rich victorious Flame. 
Give Vigour to the waſting Fire, 
And with the World, too ſoon, expire. 


XIII. 
Once more her Bloom the Earth renews, 
Smooth'd into Green eternal Vales ; 
Her Glebe ſtill moiſt with fragrant Dews, 
Her Air ſtill rich with balmy Gales: 
No Change her Flow'ry Seaſons breed, 
But Springs retire, and Springs ſucceed, 


xIv, 
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O fay, Thow Great, Thon Sacred Name,; 8 
What Scenes Thy thoughtful Breaſt exngloy's 
Capacious as that mighty Frame, : 
You raiſe with Eaſe, with Eaſe deftroy ? 
Each World with thy fair Glories fill d. 
The Earth you burn, and That you build. 
* „ 


, »* 


2 4 22 da 0 © f © ? 4 
i | 
SC. — — 22 ID 


— — 
877 


» 


| 
— — | A | 
RE ww 
= S 
A | 24 , <>» 


Dr. H ANNE $, 
An Eminent 


PHYSICIAN and Pokr. 


SED [HILE flying o'er the Golden Strings, 
Ze You gently wake the tuneful Lyre; 
| Or tender, as when ORrPHnEvs ings, 
With ſofter Sounds the Harp inſpire: 
Sad fleeting Ghoſts with Art conſtrain, 
Back to a kiader Life again. 


H. 
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II. 

Whether, in graceful Lays you ſhine; 

And Verſe your eaſy Hours employ : 

Or give the Soul, her mould'ring Shrine 
Decay 'd, a Fairer to enjoy: 

The Body, cold in Death, explore, 1 
Thy Skill could only, nor reſtore. h 


III. 
A while thy learned Toil decline, 
Nor anxious more, in Smiles allow 
The circling Glaſs, the generous Wine, 
T unbend and ſmooth thy chear ful Brow; 
Nor longer to thy ſelf ſevere, 
In the rich Draught forget thy Care. 


W. 
Now with thy Monarch's Glory fir d, 
Let great NAss A u thy Thirſt inflame; 
Or by his MounTacve * inſpir' d. 
Record the Patriot's faithful Name; 
By whoſe wiſe Arts, and watchful Pains, 
He rules in Peace, in Safety reigns. 
2 8 


At length thy mournful Task forbear; 

From ſad'ning Thoughts ſome Reſpite nd ; 5 
And while we 6leſs thy pious Care, 

Be to thy ſelf, in pity, kind, 
Inſpir'd with your own Bleſſings live, 


Nor want your ſelf that Bloom you g 


Ihe Earl of Halifax, 
2 E 2 


In 
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VI. 
In vain the Blood's tumultuous Tide, 
And circling Stream your Hand reſtrains; 
Taught o'er the Pulſes to prefide, _ 
And well explore the bubbling Veins; 
That with the Fever's ſwelling Heat, 
Glow more inflam'd, more fiercely beat. 


VII. 

In vain you try each Chymic Power, 

Trace to its Spring the ſanguine Wave, 

And kindly ſearch each healing Flower 
For Helps to guard us from the Grave: 

In endleſs Bloom to bid us live, 

Which Tao v nor Tn E x, alas! can give. 


1 
One certain Fate, by Heaven decreed, 
In ſpite of thee we all muſt try, 
The mounting Soul ſhall claim the Sky. 
Our Sons muft once lament our Doom. 
And ſhed their Sorrows round our Tomb. 


IX. | 
Thou too ſhalt with pale Horror ſee 
The fabled Ghoſts which glare below, 
Which to the Shades, reſtrain'd by Thee, 
In thinner Shoals deſcending flow ; 
And Death, whoſe Power you now defy, 
Shall boaſt her Conqueror can 5 


His 


* % 
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X. 
His Life alone is greatly bleſt, 
Whom no intruding Griefs annoy; 
Who ſmiles each happy Day, poſſeſt 
Of chearful Eaſe, and guiltleſs Joy: 
Nor /adly ſmoothing his own Cares, 
Augments himſelf the Weight he bears. 


I. 
Pleas d with a few ſelected Friends, 
He views each ſmiling Evening cloſe, 
While each ſucceeding Morn aſcends, 2 
Charg'd with Delights, unmark'd with Woes: 
In Pleaſures innocently gay, ; | 
Wears the Remains of Lite away. 


- 4E- 
* 


— 


— e —— 


i err Ne. 
| 7 A 


POEM 


E E Nature round a hoary Proſpect yields, 
And Beds of Snow conceal the whiten'd 


; Fields : 
Bleak Wintcr Blaſts, congealing where 
-. thev fly, 
Shoot their keen Darts, and mingling fil 
the Sky. 


The ſilent Streams in ; Murmurs ceaſe to move, 
Lock'd in their Shores by Icy Bands above: 

No more thro! Vales they draw their harden'd Train, 
But form, unmov'd, a filent Silver Plain: 

The watry Gods, who dwell in Courts below, 
Lament their ſtubborn Waves, no longer flow : 

Fach fad to view the Empire where he reigns, 
Enclos d above, and bound with Chryſtal Chains, 
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Ruſh to the Shore, and hide the crackling Plain: 
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Ver this bleak Seaſon of th' Inclement Year, 


| Can boaſt Delights the ſmiling Vouth to cheer; 


With vig'rous Sports the Winter Rage defy, 
News-brace the Nerves, and active Life ſupply. 


E Ac now the Labour hardy to endure, 
Who boaſt a teddy Strength, and Tread ſecure, 


With panting Joy, the frozen Kingdom gain, 


Now in long Tracks, with failing Speed they ſhoot, 

And tire unarm'd the Vigour of the Foot: | 

Now o'er the Race in winding Circles wheel. „ 
ng round, and carried on their * Steel. e 


SEE! there the Youth with eager Paſſion glow, _ 
Bound from above, and fill the Plains below; Yu © 
Skim lightly o'er the Waves, and ſcarce defage 
With beauteous Prints the Silver-ſhining Race. 


See! in the Midſt of their ſmooth Journey, skill d. 
They ſtop, and turn, and mark the glitt ring Field; . 
Razing the Surface, on, they wheel around, 

Which bends, and yields, and cracks beneath the Wound, . 
They o'er the Chace with. eaſy Labour drove, [ 


— 


4 


Nov here, now there, in endleſs Mazes move. 


Ir we ſuch Pleaſures from its Rigour gain, 
The Winter ſheds its keeneſt Rage in vain, | ; +» 
While with full Joy the panting Heart o'erflows, 
And the fair ir Qpagk with fairer "oy glows., 


— - * 
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Here, if by Chance, unable to convey 
Too great a Weight, the parting Ice give way; 
Or the bright Knots, which on its Surface riſe, 
O'erturn the haſty Racer «s he flies, 
What Shouts, what Laughter, fills the ecchoing Skies? 
No Pity in one merry Face appears, 


The Wretch o'erwhelm'd with Jokes inſtead of Tears: 


His treacherous Feet, and Garments, as they flow, 
Augment his Fellow's Joy, the Hero's Woe. 


Bur if deſcending on the ſlippery Plain, 
The rival Youth for Fame and Glory ſtrain; 
Shoot from the Barrier, and with wiſhful Eye, 
To reach the Goal, bend forward as they fly: 
Breathleſs,” around their eager Arms they throw, 
And lend new Swiftneſs to their Feet below. 
No even Tracks confeſs their winding Way, 
Confus d they Croſs, and in Meanders play; 
Orb within Orb, their ſportive Toil we view, 
Whit'ning with Steel the Circles where they flew. 


So when a Swailew wantons in the Air, 
The Spring arriv'd, and ſmiling Seaſon fair; 
In doubtful Mazes ſhe her Flight purſues, 


Now fips the Stream, now drinks the fragrant Dews; 


Now skims the flow'ry Meadows, but to rife, 
Anon more lofty; and regain her Skies. 

Her airy Windings each with Joy ſurveys, 

Views. her quick Turns, and wonders as ſhe plays; 
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SKILL'D in theſe Arts, (if not by Fame bely d,) 
When chilling Winters bind the ſolid Tide; 
Their antient Tracks the Belgian Realms diſdain, 
For nearer Paths along the frozen Main: 

The ſliding Traveller will now no more 
Regard the Mazes of the winding Shore ; | 
Plcas'd, o'er the Waves, his Pleaſures does purſue, 
With longing Eyes ſome abſent Friend to view 
Or gaze on diſtant Cities which ariſe 

In foreign Realms, and warm'd by foreign Skies, 


Now to the faithful Sea the Matron dares 
Her ſelf commit, and truſt her brittle Wares; 
Fearleſs the lying Dame, leaſt ſhe, or they, 
By Chance o'erturn'd, ſhould fink the Ocean's prey; 
With ſhining Furrows all the Plain abounds, 
Her Icy Journey mark d with Silver Wounds. 


THE 


Ovid de Faftis, Lib. iii. 21. 1 


5B —_ _ vickis furtim ſubrepit 1 &c. 


s S the fair Veſtal to the Fountain came, 

75 Is $ (Let none be ſtartled at a Veſtal's Name:) 
TDiir'd with the Walk, ſhe laid her down to reſt, 
WS: And to the Winds expos d her glowing Breaſt, 

To ke the Freſhneſs of the Morning-Air, 

And gather'd in a Knot her flowing Hair; 

While thus ſhe reſted, on her Arm reclin'd, 

The hoary Willows waving with the Wind, » 
And feather'd Choirs that warbled in the Shade, 


And purling Stream that thro' the Meadow ſtray d, 

In drowſy Murmurs hulld the gentle Maid. 

The God of War beheld the Virgin lie, 

The God beheld her with a Lover's Eye; 

And by ſo tempting an Occaſion preſs'd, 

The beauteous Maid, whom he beheld poſſeſs d: 
Conceiving as ſhe ſlept, her fruitful Womb 

Swell'd with the Founder of immortal Rome. THER 
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Lenient cito Sæcula, cum jam 
Socius Calor oſſa reviſat, 
Ani mataque Sanguine v ivo 


Habitacula priſtina geſtet. Prud. 


— 


The FIFTH EDITION. 


H E following Lines are * by 

ebe beſt Judges to be the fineſt Sketch 
of the Reſurrection that any Age 
or Language has produced: Nor do 
their only Excellence confiſt in being 
an accurate Poem; but alſo in being an exact Copy 
of the Painters Original upon the Altar in Mag- 
dalen College; * but Jo much improved, with all 
the ſtrongeſt Figures, and moſt lively Embelliſh- 
ments of a Poetical Deſcription, that the Reader 
receives a double Sari action in ſeeing the rw Siſ 
ter-Arts ſo uſeful to each other, in borrowing mus 
tual Helps, and mutual Advantages. 


It is, indeed, wonderful to find in the narrow 
Compaſs of ſo few Pages all the . — Cir- 


7 Temes 15 Old Fuller. 
F cumſtances 
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| cumſtancer of that aft terrible O of Time. 6 
Poem is a beautiful and ſuccinct Epitome ef all 
that has or can ever be ſaid on that important Sub- 
Jett; the very Text, which the ingenious Dr. Young 


has ſo largely and elegantly paraphraſed upon, in bis 
excellent Poem on the Laſt Day- 


N. Addiſon 75" be difinguiſhed thro all his 

Performances, by the Strength of his Images, and 
y a forcible and unaffected Vivacity of Expreſſion, 
which none of our Moderns have attained to in 
ſo much Perfection; and which is very rarely 10 
be met with even in any of # the Antients fence Vir- 
gil and Horace, 


1 1 ſhall make 10 he for offering the following 
Poem to the World in an Engliſh DR Ess, and 
under all the Diſadvantages of an imperfeft Tran- 
flation. I have often read it in the Original with 
the greateſt Pleaſure and Sat igaction; and 1 hope 

it will need no Apology to be willing to communi” 

cate ſo uſeful and ſublime an Entertainment, in 
the beſt Manner I can, to thoſe of my Fellou- Sub- 
Jets, who are not quali fied to read it in the Latin 
Original, 


THE 
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H E Pencil's glowing Lines and vaſt Come * 


ö 6 : „ mand, 
l And Mankind rifing from the Painter 
- ) 


The awful Judge array 4 in beamy Lights 
And Spectres trembling at the dreadful N d 
F To ſing, O Mouſe, the pious Bard inſpire, 
T And waken in his Breaſt the ſacred Fire. 


n 
. TH E hallow'd Field, a bare white Wall of late, 
Now cloath'dgin gaudy Colours, ſhines in State; 
TY And left fome little Interval confeſs 

Its antient ſimple Form and homely Dreſs, 


— 
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| The skilful Artiſt laid o'er every Part 
4 + The firſt Foundation of his future Art: 
Oer the wide Frame his duRile Colours led, * 
| And with firong Primings all the Wall o'erſpread. 


As Cer yon' ſpangling Orbs were hung on high, 
Leſt one great Blank ſhould yawn thro' boundleſs Sky, 
Thro' the wide heavenly Arch and trackleſs Road 
In Azure Volumes the pure Æther flow'd; 

The Sun at length burns out intenſely bright, 

And the pale Cre eur ſheds her borrow'd Light. 
With thick-ſown Stars the radiant Pole is crown'd, 
Of milky Glories along Tract is found, 

O er flows, and whitens all the Heavens around. 


So when the Ground-work of the Piece was laid; 
Nor yet the Painter had his Art diſplay'd, 
With flower Hand, and Pencil more divine, 
He blends each Colour, heightens every Line; 
Till various Forms the breathing Picture wears, 
And a mute Groupe of Images appears. 


CELESTIAL Guards the topmoſt Height attend, 
And Crovds of Angels o'er the Wall deſcend; 
With their big Cheeks the deaf ning Clarions wind, 
Whoſe dreadful Clangors ſtartle all Mankind: 
Een the Dead hear; the lab'ring Graves conceive, 
And the ſwoln Clod in Picture ſeems to heave. 
Ten thouſand Worlds revive to better Skies, 
And from their Tombs the thronging CoarſeFriſe. 


So 
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So when fam'd Cadmus ſow d the fruitful Fields 
With pregnant Throws the quicken'd Furrow ſwell'd; 
From the warm Soil ſprung up a warlike Train, 

And human Harveſts cover'd all the Plain. 


And now from ev'ry Corner of the Earth 
The ſcatter'd Duſt is call'd to ſecond Birth; 
Whether in Mines it form'd the rip'ning Maſs, 
Or humbly mix d, and flouriſh'd in the Graſs. 
The ſever'd Body now unites again» 

And kindred Atoms rally into Men. 

The various Joints reſume their antient Seats, 
And every Limb its former Task repeats. 
Here, an imperfe& Form returns to Light, 
Not half renew'd, diſhoneſt to the Sight; 
Maim'd of his Noſe appears his blotted Face, 
And ſcarce the Image of a Man we trace: | 
Here, by Degrees infus'd, the vital Ray + 
Gives the firſt Motion to the panting Clay: 
Slow to new Life, the thawing Fluids creep, 
And the ſtiff Joints wake heavily from Sleep. 
Here, on the guilty Brow pale Horrors glare, 
And all the Figure labours with Deſpair. 


From Scenes like theſe now turn thy wond'ring Sight, 
And if thou canſt withſtand ſuch Floods of Light, 
Look ! where thy Saviour fills the middle Space, 2 


The Sox of G 0D, true Image of his Face, 

Himſelf eternal Gop, cer Time began her Race. 

See! what mild Beams their gracious Influence ſhed, 

And how the pointed Radiance crowns his Head! 
. Around 
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Around his Temples lambent Glories ſhine, 

And on his Brow fits Majeſty divine! 
His Eye-balls lighten with Celeſtial Fires, 
And every Grace to ſpeak the Gon conſpires! 


Bur, ah! how chang d! ah! how ne the fam- 
From him, who patient wore the mortal Frame; | 
Who thro' a Scene of Woes drew painful Breath, 

And ſtruggled with a ſad, flow, long-drawn Death; 
Who gave on Golgotha the dreadful Groan, 

Bearer of other's Sins, and Suff 'rings not his own.. 

But Death and Hell ſubdu'd, the Deity 
Aſcends triumphant to his native Sky ; 
And riſing far above th Athereai Height, 
The Sun and Moon diminiſh to his Sight. 


Aup now to View he bare d his bleeding Side, 
And his pierc'd Hands and Feet in Crimſon dy d; 
Still did the Nails the recent Scars reveal, 

And bloody Tracks of the transfixing Steel. 
Hither in Crowds the Bleſſed ſhape their Flight. 
And throng the Manſions of ee a. 


—_— 
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Tu menial Twelve, an ever faithful Band, | 
Around their Maſter ſit on either Hand; 
Fach Martyr-Saint in Glory ſhines confeſt, 
Immortal Pleaſures ruthing to his Breaſt ; 
Sees Worlds up- riſing from the filent Tomb 
2 final judgment and eternal Doom: 


_— 
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 T he Apoſtles, as thus deſcribed, are W on the 
Liar, tho not mentioned in Mr. Addyou's Latin Poem. 
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They mark each fatal Word, each dreadful Nod, 
And bleſs the righteous Sentence of their Go. 
The fruitful Matron, and the ſpotleſs Maid, 


And Infants, with a longer Life repaid: 

Stand round, and drinking in, Celeſtial Rays, 2 
On their ReDEEMER fix with ardent Gaze, | c 
And all the Heavens reſound with Hymns of Praiſe. 


Each Boſom kindles with ſeraphic Joy, 


And conſcious Extacies the Soul employ. 

Not equal Raptures ſwell the'Sy4i/'s Breaſt, 
When by the inmate Deity poſſeſs d; 

When Phœbus, the prophetic Maid, inſpires, 
And her Limbs tremble a rue Fires. 


— 


Bur whence this ſudden Blaze of dazling Light! 
What mitred Brow is that which greets my Sigut? 
Forth from a ſtately Tomb I ſee him riſe, RO. 7 
And mount with Guards of Angels to the Skies. 45 
I know the Form ---- alike the Look and Mien, 
Another WAINFLET “ in his Face is ſeen. 


When will, alas! ſuch ſpotleſs Worth be found? 


When will a Mind with equal Virtues crown'd? 
Fearleſs he ſees Almighty Vengeance riſe, En 
And fixes on his Go p his guiltleſs Eyes. | 


Bor now, far different Scenes our Wonder claim, 
Horrent with Darkneſs and malignant Flame: 
The labour d Wall deluſive Picture hides, 


And liquid Sulphur rolls in burning-Tides. 


— 


* i — Nainfler, Biſhop of Vincheſter. He was the 
Founder of AE Eads and the Hall . VL 
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8 And fears the Frame ſhould into Aﬀhes turn: 
Hither in ghaſtly Crowds the Guilty haſte, | 
Obſcene with Horror, and with Shame defac'd : 
With haggard Looks the gloomy Fiends appear; n 
They gnaſh their foamy Teeth, and frown ſevere: z 
A ſtern Avenger with relentleſs Mind, RA! 
Waving a flamey Faulchion, ftalks behind; ep 
With which, as once from Paradiſe he drove, 
He drives the Sinner from the Joys above. 
What ſhall he do forlorn? or whither fly, 
To ſhun the Ken of an All- ſeeing Eye? 
What would he give among the Juſt to ſhine, 
And fall before Omnipotence divine? 
But, oh! too late in Sighs he yents his Woe, 
Too late his Eyes with guſhing Tears o'erflow! ; 
Vain are his Sighs, and fruitleſs are his Tears, e 
Vengeance and Juſtice ſtop th Almighty's Ears. J 
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Sex! with what various Charms the Piece is fraught, 
And with what pregnant Marks of Judgment wrought ; 
With how much Grace the living Colours glow : 
Not brighter Colours paint. the watry Bow ; 
When the freſh Show'rs her various Luſtre ſhare, 
And ev'ry Drop with Spangles decks the Air. 


O may the Painter's Labours never fade, 
"Nor waſteful Time their ſhining Charms invade: 
No envious Darkneſs ſhade the beauteous Tints, 
Till the Piece ſees the LAST Great Dar it * 


FOR 


St. Cecilia's Day. 
| Written by 


Mr. ADDISOLN. 


Set to Muſick by Mr. Daniel Purcell, 
Performed at Oxford 1699. 


I. | 
„ Repare the hallow'd Strain my Muſe, 
MN Thy ſofteſt Sounds, and ſweeteſt Num- 
bers chuſe; 
The bright Cecilia's Praiſe rehearſe, 
In warbling Words, and gliding Verſe, . 
That ſmoothly run into a Song, 
\nd-gently die away, and melt upon the Tongue, 


Firſt 


* * | : 
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Wh: "ow, 
Firſt let the fprightly Violin 0 12 8 5 0 
The joyful Melody begin. < 

© And none of all her Strings be mute; 


While the ſharp Sound and fhriller Lay, 
In ſweet harmonious Notes decay, 
Soften'd and mellow'd by the Flute. 
* The Flute that ſweetly can complain, 
Diſſolve the frozen Nymph's Diſdain; 
Panting Sympathy impart, 
Tull ſhe partake her Lover's Smart. 


CHORUS. 


AA. £5 i a, III. | 
Next let the folemn Organ join 
Religious Airs, and Strains divine, 
Such as may lift us to the Skies, 


And ſet all Heaven before our Eyes: 
_ 2 Such as may lift us to the Skies, 
= So far at leaf till they 
Deſcend with kind Surpriſt, 
ane our pioss Harmony n. 5 
1 — — i 
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IV. 
Let then the Trumpet's piercing Sound 
Our raviſh'd Ears with Pleaſure wound: 
The Soul o'er-pow'ring with Delight, 
As with a quick uncommon Ray, 


A Streak of Lightning clears the Day, 
And flaſhes on the Sight. 


Let Echo too perform her Part, 

Prolonging ev'ry Note with Art, 
And in a low expiring Strain 
Play all the Conſort o'er again. 


V. 
Such were the tuneful Notes that hung 
On bright Cecilia's charming Tongue: 
Notes that ſacred Heats inſpir d, 
And with religious Ardour fir'd: 
The love-fick Youth, that long ſuppreſs'd- 
His ſmother'd Paſſion in his Breaſt, 
No ſooner heard the warbling Dame, 
But by the ſecret Influence turn'd, 
He felt a new diviner Flamm 
And with Devotion burn d. 1 
With raviſh'd Soul, and looks amaz d. 
Upon her beauteous Face he gaz'dz + > 
Nor made his amorous Complaint: - 
In vain her Eyes his Heart had charm'd, 
Her heay'nly Voice her Eyes! difarm'd, 
And chang'd the Lover to a Saigt. 


; 
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An ODE on Musicx- 


Grand CHo Rus. 


VI. 8 
| ND now the Choir compleat rejoices, 
With trembling Strings and melting Voices, 
The tune ful Ferment riſes high. 
And works with mingled Melody: 
Quick Diviſions run their Rounds, 7 2 
A thouſand Trills and quivering Sounds, 4 
In airy-Circles o er us fly, 
Till wafted by a gentle Breeze, 
They faint and languiſh by Degrees, : 
And at a diſtance Die. 3555 


